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N o, yet time ferues, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banifht honors, and reftoreyourfelues, 

Into the good thoughts ofthe world agame: 
Reuengethe ieering and difdain’d contempt 
Ofthis proud Kingjwho ftudies day and night 
To anfwere all the debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bloodie paiment ofyour deaths: 
Therefore I lay, 

Wor. Peace Coolin,fay no more. 

And now I willvnclafpeafecretbooke, 

Andto your quicke conceiuing difcontents 
He read your matter deepe and dangerous, 

As full of perill aqd aduenterous fpirit, 

As to ore walke a Current roring lowd 
On the vnftcadfaft footing ofa Ipeare. 

Hot. lfhefallin,goodnight,orfinkeorfwimd. 

Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Weft, 

So honorcroifc it from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : the blood more ftirres 
TorowfeaLion,thento ftarta Hare, 

North, Imagination of fotne great exploit, 

Driues him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot . By heauen me thinks it were an eafie leape. 

To plucke bright honor from the pale-fac’d Moone 
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, 
Wherefadome-line could neuer touch the ground, 
And plucke vp drowned honor by the locke*, 

So he that doth redeeme her thence, might weare 
Without corriuall, all her dignities: 

But out vpon this halfe fact fellowfhip. 

Wor . He apprehends a world of figures here. 

But not the forme ofwhat he Ihould attend, 

Good Coofen giue me audience for a while. 

Hot. 1 cry you mercy. 

Wor , T hole fame noble Scots thatare yonr prifoners. 
Hot. lie keepe them all. 

By God he fhall nothauea<Seorofthem, 

No, if a Scot would faue hfsfoule,he lhall not, 
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Henry the Fourth* 

lie keepe them by this hand, — f- 

fVor. You ftart away, 

Andlendno eare vnto mypurpofess 
Thofe Prifoners you (hall keepe. 

Hot. Nay, I will*, that's flat : ...... • •* 

He faid he would not ranfome Mortimer, 

Forbad my tongue to fpeake of Mortimer tt 
But 1 will find him when he lies a deepe. 

And in his eare He hallow tMor timer. 

Nay,Hehaue a Starling (hall be taughtt© fpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer giue it hull. 

To keepe his anger ftillin motion. 

Wor. HeareyouCoofin,aword« 

Hot. All ftudies heere I folemnly defie, 

Saue how to gall and pinch this Bulhngbrooke, 

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales. 
Butthatlthinkehis father loues him not, 

And would be glad be met with fome mifchance : 

1 would haue him poyfoned with a pot of Ale. 

Wor. Farewell Kinfman, lie talke to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. Why what aWafpe-tongueand impatient foole 
Art thou, to breake into this womans-mood. 

Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne? 

Hot. Why looke you, 1 am whipt and fcourg’d with rods, 
Netled,and flung with Pifmires,when I heare 
Ofthis v ile Politician Bullingbrooke. 

In Richards time, what doe you call the place; 

A plague vpon it, it is in Glocefierfhire ; 

. Twas where the mad-cap Duke his vnckle kept, 

His vnckle Torke, where I fir ft bowed my knee 
Vnto this King of Smiles, this 'Bullingbrooke: 

Zbloud, when you and he came backe from B^uenjpurgh, 

Nor, At Barkly Caftle, Hot. You fay true, 

Whywhatacandie deale of curtefie, 

- This fawning Grey-hound then did proffer me, 

Looke when his infant Fortune came to age, 

^nd gentle Harry Percy, and kindCoofin : 

C o. 
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